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2 WITH STEYN AND DE WET

knees, brings back the claims of duty and the
yearning to be up and doing, to enter once more
the ranks of the foemen and strike another blow
for liberty.

Hopeless! Yet where is the Boer—oprisoner,
exile, or renegade—even he!—who does not dream
by nights he feels once more the free veld air
upon his brow, lives again the wild night rides
beneath twinkling stars? He feels once more his
noble steed bound beneath him, grips again his
comrade’s welcoming hand, and wakens with a
bitter sigh.

Some consolation, then, to recall blows already
struck, and duty fairly done.















THE ELEVENTH OF OCTOBER 7

him a telegram instructing me to apply to him for
a special passport enabling me to return when my
leave expired.

He said, “Others want leave to go home; you
ask for leave to come to the front. But your time
is so short, it is hardly worth while. Still, I am
glad to see such a spirit among you young
people.”

Turning to his secretary, he ordered the pass-
port to be made out. This was done in pencil
on the back of my telegram. The general signed,
handed me the document, and shook my hand.
I thanked him, and left, highly gratified.

We entrained that afternoon, slept in the
carriages at Newecastle, reached Ladysmith, or
rather our station nearest Ladysmith, the following
day, disentrained, rode into camp, reported our-
selves for duty, and went on outpost the same
night.
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16 WITH STEYN AND DE WET

By sheer weight of numbers they forced us aside.
One of the artillerymen was dragged by the leg
from his sleeping-place. He shook himself free,
and bolted. The soldiers formed a square round
the gun, charged it with guncotton, shouted
‘Stand back!’ and the next moment our gun
was crashing through the sky. It all happened
in a moment. Then the enemy retired, followed
by some burghers, who had by this time arrived
from the laager at the back of the hill. The
Pretoria commando was also waiting for them,
and intercepting their retreat, made them pay
dearly enough for their exploit.”



COLENSO

NE day our scouts made a splendid haul,

bringing into camp that celebrated, devil-
may-care animal, the war-correspondent. His
story was that he had wandered out of Ladysmith
with a packet of newspapers—“merely to ex-
change notes and to challenge you for a cricket
match!”

Squatted on the ground, crowds of bearded
Boers gazing at him with fierce interest, he
looked anything but comfortable, and no wonder,
for the word spion was often uttered. His colour
was a pale green, while his teeth chattered
audibly. He was subsequently sent to Pretoria,
and thence exiled to civilisation, vid Delagoa
Bay.

On the same day we captured three natives
bearing British despatches. As these runners
were giving considerable trouble, it was decided
to execute one and send the other two to
spread the news among their friends—black and
white.

c 17

“\-





















24 WITH STEYN AND DE WET

he was only slightly wounded. This turned out
to have been wiser than we knew, for, to our joy,
Harry lingered on, rallied, and finally recovered, a
triumph of medical skill,















PLATRAND 29

the bullets producing in me a peculiar feeling of
exaltation.

Then the sack tumbled off. 1 sprang down,
hooked the bridle to a tree, rushed back for the
bag, and started forward again. The firing now
became so severe that I raced for a clump of trees,
hoping to find temporary shelter there. Some of
our men were here, lying behind the slender tree-
trunks and taking a shot at the enemy now and
then.

“ Absolutely impossible to live in the open,”
they said. “Better wait awhile and see how
things go.”

I laid myself down under the trees and listened
to the bullets as they sang through the branches.

The very heavens vibrated as the roar of
artillery grew ever fiercer, and the loud echoes
rolled along from hill to hill and died away in
an awful whisper that shook the grass-tops like
an autumn wind.

What were those lines of Bret Harte’s about
the humming of the battle bees? . . I could not
remember.

My eyelids grew heavy and presently I was fast
asleep.

“Wake up! Theyre coming round to cut
us off We must clear!” And away went my
friend.
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Our struggle was therefore a failure, but it
had not been made in vain, since it proved
once again that we also could storm a fortified

hill, and fight a losing fight—the hardest fight
of all.
























SPION KOP 39

who lived on the fat of the land, and then turned
against us in our adversity; rather was he of the
rarer stamp of Coster, who glorified his mother
country by nobly dying for that of his adoption.

“Cheer up!” I replied. “There are other hills.”

“To-morrow will tell,” he said, as he bade me
good-night.

And the morrow did. In the grey dawn two
hatless and bootless young men came stumbling
down into the laager.

“The British have taken the hill 1”

Startled, we gazed at Spion Kop’s top—only
five hundred yards away, but invisible, covered
by the thick mist as with a veil. The enemy
were there, we knew it; they could not see us
as yet, but the mist would soon clear away, and
then. . ..

Our guns were rapidly trained on the spot, our
men placed in position, and we waited.

I ran into the tent to telegraph the news to
Colenso, No reply to my hasty call. The wire
is cut!

“Go at once,” said the chief, “and repair the
line.”

As I rode off the mist cleared, and a few
minutes later the fight had begun. The cable
ran about a thousand yards behind our firing
line, and as I went along, my eyes fixed on the




























































GLENCOE 59

a telegram had just arrived, granting my request
to be sent to the Free State. An hour later I
was on my way, and the following evening the
train landed me at Winburg, where a construction
party was awaiting my arrival.
























THE FREE STATE 67

The man looked so thoroughly done up that I
felt sorry for him. Besides, I wanted to stretch
my legs a bit, so I said that he could take my seat,
and I started off on foot while they were strapping
fast the saddle. The exercise was so agreeable in
the fresh evening air that I continued it, and kept
ahead of the cart until we reached Lindley. We
went to the hotel, had a good dinner, and then to
bed.
























LINDLEY TO HEILBRON 75

“No,no! I mean to-day.”

“Oh, from Lindley. But I could not find out
much more. Some think their next move will
be towards Bethlehem, others think they are
coming on here.”

“Ah! Well, I know now that your information
was correct, and I am satisfied with your work.
I hope you will continue to be so successful.
Now, go out there again, see what they are doing,
and report to me.”

“ Thank you, President,” was all I could say, as
he shook my hand, and I retired, highly gratified,
as you may imagine.


















VELD INCIDENTS 81

host told us that the English had camped on
the spot where they had fought, and that he did
not think they would march till daylight. It
was best for us to sleep there that night, and
leave with him before dawn.

We agreed.

“Father, can I go too?” asked his son, aged
thirteen.

“No, my boy, you must stay and help mother
to manage the farm, It will be a long while
ere father returns.”

“Oh, father! I'm too old to stay in the house,
like an old woman. Besides, I'm afraid they will
make me prisoner.”

“Do you think they catch children like him?”
his mother asked anxiously.

“No, I don’t think they are so cruel,” I replied ;
“but one can never tell.”

“Well, they won’t get the chance,” said the
plucky little fellow. “As soon as I see them
coming, I shall take my mare and go and hide
in the hills.”

The mother did not say anything. She bore up
bravely, as our women ever do, Heaven bless
them! Was it not but some ten miles from
this very spot that years before a handful of
our pioneers had gained the victory at Vecht
Kop, when the women loaded the guns and
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86 WITH STEYN AND DE WET

head of the column came in sight from behind the
rise. The scouts were now within eight hundred
yards. We quietly mounted our horses and rode
away. They gave no sign of having observed our
movements. When some distance away, we looked
back and saw that the whole column had halted,
about seven thousand men.

We reached Heilbron to find the place prac-
tically deserted. Wishing to see the enemy enter
the town, we delayed our departure. Some hours
passed, and nothing happened to denote the
proximity of the British. We feared that they
might be surrounding the town before entering
it, so we left for Frankfort, following the road
taken by the President the night before.


















92 WITH STEYN AND DE WET

the microphone. The wires were evidently being
overhauled in Heilbron. Complete silence fol-
lowed. Hearing a couple of shots fired on our
left, we removed all traces of our work and rode
back to our starting-point, well satisfied with the
valuable information we had so fortunately ob-
tained. I at once sent my assistant after the
President with the despatch. Fearing that the
enemy might send a patrol here during the night, .
I left for Frankfort, and arrived there at mid-
night. Before leaving, however, I had instructed
my assistant to join up the line where I had cut
it, if upon his return the next morning he should
find the place still free from the enemy.

























































OFF TO THE TRANSVAAL

HEN we reached Reitz, on our way to

Bethlehem, another young Transvaaler
and myself obtained permission to try and reach
the Transvaal. The enemy’s columns were
traversing the intervening country in all direc-
tions, but we determined that the attempt was
worth making. Bidding godd-bye to our Free
State colleagues, we left the little village that
was later to become famous as the scene of the
capture of the Free State Government, and re-
traced our way to Frankfort. The send-off given
us took the form of a little reunion in the parlour
of the modest hotel. Here there were gathered
together some dozen young Free Staters, and an
impromptu smoking concert was held. Everyone
present was compelled to give a song or recite
something. The first on the programme was
Byron’s “When we two parted,” which was sung
with fine effect by a blushing young burgher.
Next came the old camp favourite, “ The Spanish
Cavalier.” The sentimental recollections induced
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OFF TO THE TRANSVAAL 117

merry band. How they had come there in the
middle of the night, knocked him up, stabled their
horses in his yard, asked for bread, &rod, &rood;
eggs, eiers, ejers, in all the dialects under the
sun, how they had actually plucked the oranges
from his trees, until he was forced to ask Theron
to station a guard in the orchard! But the next
morning they had paid for everything, and ridden
away, singing and shouting.

Nothing in the old gentleman’s manner to show
that the enemy were camped only four miles
away, although he knew very well that they would
visit him the next day, and probably deprive him
sooner or later of all he possessed. Only down
the face of his white-haired wife rolled silent tears
as she gazed at the bearded faces of her stalwart
sons and thought of the long farewell that they
would bid her on the morrow !

When we rose the next morning we lost no
time in making for the high, boulder-strewn
kopje behind the house. Here we found the
farmer’s sons, armed, their horses at hand, gazing
through a large telescope at the British camp,
which could be plainly distinguished with the
naked eye.

Presently a small party of scouts left the camp
and came in our direction, riding slowly, and
eyeing every little rise or depression in the ground












ARRESTED AS SPIES

COUPLE of hours’ riding, then the farm of

an old field-cornet, where we off-saddled
and bought a few bundles of forage for our horses.
The field-cornet entered into conversation with us
whilst our animals were feeding, but omitted to
ask us into the house, and kept eyeing us in a
puzzled manner, as though we had dropped from
Mars. I know not what my companion thought
of it, or if he thought at all, but I myself put
the old man’s strange manner down to a sort of
speechless admiration, and accepted it as such.
But I was mistaken.

When our friend shook hands with us he did
so very limply, and as far as we went he could
be seen gazing after us.

“What ails him ?” I asked my comrade.

“QOh, he doesn’t see men like ourselves every
day,” was the careless answer. How could I
argue ?

We kept on our way, and towards sundown
reached a farm on the bank of the Vaal, simul-












ARRESTED AS SPIES 125

been imprudent enough to blow your brains out
when you pointed your gun at me. And how
awful that would have been!”

“ Man,” he said, “it’s the cursed drink.”

“Well,” said I, “it’s all over now. Good-bye!”
Off we went—my comrade, myself, and the man
who had brought our horses, Delange. The latter
had an ackter ryder and two spare horses.
Towards noon we reached the farm of one of
Delange’s friends. My mount was now thoroughly
done up, having eaten almost nothing for three
days. I asked the farmer if he had a horse for
sale.

“There are several in the stable,” he replied,
“but they belong to my son, and he is on
commando; so I am sorry, but I can’t sell
you one.”

“I tell you what we’ll do,” said Delange.
“I'll give you one of mine for yours, which can
then remain here till it gets well. Should you
come round here again one day we can then
change back again.”

“But suppose the animal dies?”

“QOh, I'll risk that. What is one horse more
or less?”

I gratefully accepted this generous offer, and
soon had my new acquisition saddled. It was
a lively little nag, and all my weariness passed
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The next place we came to was a miserable-
looking hovel standing by the wayside. The door
was opened by an old man. '

“Good evening, uncle. Can you sell us a few
bundles of forage?”

“Good evening. Yes, certainly. Come inside.
It’s a poor dwelling, but you are welcome. Johnny,
take the horses and put them in the stable. Won't
you join us at supper?”

Our appetites needed no stimulating, and we at
once joined the family, who had just been sitting
down to table when we arrived. After the meal
our horses were saddled and brought to the door.

“What do we owe you for the forage?” we
asked. It would be an insult under any circum-
stance to offer to pay a Boer for a meal, “ paying
guests” being still unknown to our benighted
nation.

“No, my friends,” he said. “I am poor, but I
can’t take your money. We are all working for
our country, and must help each other.”

“That’s true, but you must really allow us to
pay.”

“No, no! A few shillings will make me no
richer or poorer.” It was only with the greatest
difficulty that we managed to leave a few shillings
on the table. And this in spite of the fact that
he was in the direst poverty. But this is nothing
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occupy them and cut off our retreat, but this was
not even attempted, and we were allowed to gain
our rocky fastnesses in peace. The following day
was spent in climbing up and down the steep foot-
paths over the mountains, and that afternoon we
arrived at the end of our journey, Fouriesburg,
having spent something like a hundred hours on
horseback during the last ten days. Our first
move was towards the river, for we had not had
a bath for several days. After repeated splashes
in the chilly torrent we bought a few clean things,
put them on, and then gravitated towards the
telegraph office. Needless to say, our col-
leagues were surprised to see us, being under the
impression that we had long since reached the
Transvaal. Whilst still busy giving explanations
we heard someone on the instrument calling
Winburg. Now Winburg was in British hands;
it could be no other than a British station
calling. Wishing to gain a little information, we
responded.

“ Here, Winburg.”

“ Here, Bethlehem. Are you Winburg?”

“Yes.”

“Then give the name of the officer com-
manding.”

There was no time for hesitation, and in our
haste we gave the wrong name.















138 WITH STEYN AND DE WET

arrived from the Transvaal ; the situation there
urgently demanded the encouragement of Steyn’s
presence. To leave this impregnable stronghold
and venture across the open plains below needed
all the boldness of De Wet, all the steadfast
courage of Steyn. These leaders had never been
known to falter ; they did not falter now. Every-
thing was arranged in the utmost secrecy. For
a few days there was a hurrying to and fro of
commandoes, and then one morning De Wet’s
laager was seen to have disappeared.

Prinsloo was left behind over four thousand
men, with orders to stand his own.



THROUGH THE CORDON

T was no easy matter to pass through the
British forces that lay massed around the

mountain-chain. We were two thousand horse-
men, and our vehicles, carts, ox- and mule-waggons
formed a procession fully six miles long. When
we trekked out of the nek strict orders were given
that there was to be no loud talking and no
matches struck. This latter was especially hard
on such a crowd of inveterate smokers. I re-
member whilst we were riding mutely along,
listening to the creaking and jolting of the
waggons, and wondering whether we were going
to get through, or what the alternative would
be if we did not, we suddenly saw someone
deliberately strike a match and light his pipe.

“Who struck that match?” came from the
front. Then the delinquent himself spoke up—

“It’s this confounded Kafir of mine. Was it
you, Jantje?”

“Yes, baas,” responded the dutiful black,
bobbing up and down on his master’s spare
horse.
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THROUGH THE CORDON 147

found me absent from my post! I approached
the camp in anything but an enviable mood, and
was just off-saddling when the two leaders re-
turned. Like a flash the thought came to me of
the telegraph line I had seen.

“President,” I said eagerly, before he could
speak, “there’s a telegraph line near here. Shan’t
I go and try to tap it?”

He looked at me very seriously for a moment,
and then replied, a smile breaking through the
frown, “Yes, go on, you should have been there
already.” Saved again! I went, but needless to
say, if I heard any secrets that evening it was not
through the medium of a telegraph wire!



SKIRMISHES

BAND of about thirty Transvaalers, mos'tly

from Potchefstroom, who had been attached
to De Wet for some time, now decided to go on
ahead and join Liebenberg’s commando, near their
native town. As De Wet had no intention of
moving forward just yet, I joined my brother
Transvaalers. Bidding adieu to our Free State
comrades, we crossed the Vaal. Just beyond the .
river we were joined by two or three others, who
had with them as prisoner a British sergeant.
This fellow had been in charge of a band of
native police, whose insolence had terrorised the
women and children for miles around, until a
body of Boers came along and routed them out
of the district, capturing their leader. What
became of the blacks I do not know, but it must
be remembered that the Transvaal natives are
Boer subjects, and liable to be shot if caught
aiding the British. The feeling against the
sergeant was very bitter.

148
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“QOh, you're the Kafir chief, are you?” said one
of our men to him.

“Ho, yuss, i’ I'm the Kefir ginnyril,” re-
sponded the flattered cockney, with an irritating
grin.

“I’'d like to Kafir general you through the
head,” said the disgusted Boer promptly. The
sickly grin faded, and the threat was not carried
out.

Towards afternoon a heavy rain began to fall.
There was no shelter for us, and we pushed along,
wet and cold. Then night came, and the road,
now transformed into a rushing torrent, was only
shown us by the lurid lightning flashes that con-
tinually rent the heavens. And we had a sick
~ man on the trolley, for whom this exposure was
a serious matter. But finally we reached a farm-
house, occupied by an old woman. Her eyes
filled with tears when she saw us, and she thanked
the Lord that He had spared her to behold once
more the defenders of her country. Near by was
an empty building. We outspanned and off-
saddled, turning our animals loose, as we knew
they would not stray far in such a blinding storm.
The sick man was hastily carried in and laid upon
some dry blankets.

Then we made half a dozen roaring fires with
some mealie cobs that we found lying in the
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casualty was when a shell passed so close to
Van der Merwe, the mining commissioner of Jo-
hannesburg, that the concussion knocked him off
his horse.

That evening Jonas came into camp. Jonas is
quite a character in his way. When the British
entered Potchefstroom he, with four followers, took
up a position on a kopje about six miles out of
town, and a thousand yards from the Johannesburg
road. Whenever a convoy or a body of British
came along Jonas and his merry band would open
a furious fusillade, causing the unhappy enemy
no end of inconvenience. It is a fact that he
carried on this game for months, unhindered.

After his day’s work Jonas would lay aside
rifle and bandolier, don his overcoat, and stroll
into town to see his family.

He was challenged by a sentry on one occasion,
but Jonas reproved him so severely and bluffed
him so completely, that the poor fellow broke into
an abject apology, whereupon Jonas very con-
descendingly promised to say no more about the
matter.
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others gone already? And you still here! No,
mount, saddle, hurry, sick or well, go we must,
and come must you! And perhaps, after all, if
we ride steadily, who knows? If my horse fails,
why, we will loot another on the road.

We do not take the spoor, we slip across the
veld ; my mount treads gingerly, but what odds?
After to-day he shall rest for a week!

We near the town. Everything is deathly quiet.
Where is our commando? Cautiously we enter
the streets, riding far apart, rifles ready. Halt!
here comes a horseman. Don’t fire, he is unarmed.
Why,’tis but a boy! Where’s the enemy? Where’s
the foe, quick? What! Deserted the town? We
look around and see a long string of Boers come
speeding along about a mile behind. Hurrah, we
are first in! We race into the market square,
crowds of people, and halt at the Government
Buildings. Up with the Vierkleur! Ah, the
proud exultation of seeing our own flag once more
float over the ancient capital! Women press
around, young and old, beautiful alike in pure
emotion of patriotic joy, eager to greet their war-
worn men.

My sons, do they live? God be praised, they
are here. The father fell at Belmont, but He
has spared the sons!

And mine, I say, and mine; three they are,












DE WET ONCE MORE

HE reason for all this hurry-scurry became
plain when we learnt that De Wet, tired
of playing at hide-and-seek with the enemy on
the other side of the Vaal, had crossed over
and passed by Potchefstroom the night before.
It was into the pursuing force that we had
ridden. _
Reaching the laager, we found the majority of
our comrades there. Of the fate of those who
had delayed to leave the town we were ignorant.
The laager inspanned and followed De Wet, who
had just passed here, and after a few hours’ rapid
trekking caught up to him. A halt was called for
breakfast, but before the water boiled for coffee
the enemy came in sight behind us. The cattle
were rapidly driven together, oxen yoked and
horses saddled, and in about three minutes’ time
we were on the move once more. De Wet’s force
and our own combined comprised nearly three
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State brethren by the hand. The President and
party enter the carriage, the engine whistles, and
the train speeds down to Waterval Onder, where
Paul Kruger and his advisers are impatiently
awaiting its arrival,
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Pole-Carew and the Guards a worthy reception;
but fate decided otherwise, and General Pienaar,
with some two thousand men, crossed the frontier,
—needless to say with what deep regret—thus
reducing by one-fifth our forces in the field, a
loss which would have been avoided had Steyn’s
advice been taken and guerilla warfare begun after
Machadodorp.

There was thenceforth nothing for us poor ship-
wrecked wretches to do than to gaze impotently
on our heroic brethren still struggling against the
storm. The waves run high, but it is their duty
to continue.

And they will continue, Not because they
are sure of success, but because it is their duty.
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above. 6s. net.

HISTORY AND GEOGRAPHY Ej
AMINATION PAPERS. ByC. I
SPENCE, M.A., Clifton Colleg
Second Edition.

PHYSICS EXAMINATIO:
;APERS. By R. E. STEEL, M.A
.C.S.

GENERAL KNOWLEDGE E3X
AMINATION PAPERS. By !/
M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Z%ir
Edition.

KEY (Second Edition) issued s
above. 7s. met,

EXAMINATION PAPERS 1l
ENGLISH HISTORY. By J. Tarl
PLOWDEN-WARDLAW, B.A., King
Collé.fe, Cambridge. Crowrn 8w
2s. 6d.















